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OFF SEASON 
You have a habit, just like mountains, of staring 
directly into the lights of airplanes as they lift 
into a dark night above the playground. Though you will 
never hear the driving jets, nor the terrifying sound 
of the captain's muffled sobbing through the microphone 
describing the bed of lights, off to the left, of summer, 
where even over the neighborhood's erupting stadium 
he would sometimes see a falling star and enter softly 
into a deep slumber, like a honeybee whose gentle 
timing and programs are slipping into mites' bellies 
as it lays on its back, legs beating, speaking at the sun, 
like the sound of falling sparks. 
EZRA PLE ONS 
5 
THE COLOR OF MOSS BENEATH MOSS 
The night falls back on itself, while the boy sits 
and rocks on a porch of Southern fortification, and 
for a moment, he peels back the punctured blackness, 
pulling away the heavy, worn, wool of night that 
smothers day, and sees far beyond nowhere, 
beyond the spiraling shapes of planets that are already dead. 
Everything hangs suspended until the breath of an 
imploding star exhales, and we hang reflecting images of 
ourselves back and forth. In the motion of a rusty glider. 
In the paint the color of moss. In the moss beneath the moss. 
Staining fingernails an off-sort of green, 
when the tree holds, but the bark gives. Because it has 
fallen. A speckled egg caught in a lap of soft April grass. 
Leaping from porch to bough, he returned the delicate. 
So fell the entire nest, at the introduction of its weight, 
yolks dripping from guilty branches. He watched 
as the tree drank into its skin the birds 
that would never sing. 
Collapsing among the shells, he watched 
the smothering of day. 
For seven springs, the birds refused to perch 
here, where the skies were once peeled back. 
LAURA MCKEE 
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KELLEY SMITHERMAN 
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INTAGLIO PRINT 
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BAD-ASS POEM 
My masterpiece poem will be bad-ass, 
Everyone will sort of hate it, 
But it will be incredibly famous, 
"The first famous poem ever," they'll say. 
People will wish they wrote poems like me, 
Or remember they don't like poems. 
It will start out with some catch premise 
About penises, but before long it will 
Reveal its sensitive side: the meaning 
Of tall buildings, then it will be about 
The human spirit, 
Or that what the language and imagery would suggest. 
You know, the buildings would start to crumble 
And the old architects would become impotent, 
But, not quite, not a story like that. 
No, it would be jumpy and weird, 
This and that, entangled somehow, 
Something for everyone really, 
With the penises, the architecture, 
And some internal slant rhyme and alliteration, 
Strange word associations, allusions to about ten dead poets. 
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My masterpiece would be about Zeus and God 
And Hick towns, but mostly sex, 
Something current, but that word turns the poem 
Into a river or around or over like soil. 
Ah, yes, similes, great strange ones 
One would never think of but absolutely right, 
Like "her legs were like two penguins." 
Yes, it would be a very funny poem, 
Witty, understated; I would even account for laughter 
In the rhythm of the lines, 
Invisible laugh tracks. 
I wonder if I should mention flowers, 
Specific ones, and how they're like women. 
Better yet, it would be about corn, 
Or the complete absence of corn, 
"A Study on a Kernel of Green Giant Sweet Niblets" or 
"Poetry of the Dust Bowl." 
MARK BILBREY 
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BRYAN JONES 
	 UNTITLED 
CHARCOAL ON PAPER 
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TOUR GUIDE FOR SCOTTY'S CASTLE 
DEATH VALLEY, CALIFORNIA 
Every building here is the color of the red, 
plumb, waxy flower petals which bloom after 
the rains in June. They bleed out of the colorless 
landscape. The road is one long vein covered 
by white sands migrating South. People are amazed 
when I tell them nine men died from heat while 
building this castle, when the basement is cool 
enough to keep milk overnight. The sands keep 
me awake at night, pelting and then slightly covering 
my bedroom window. People in North Africa 
used to fight a certain wind which carries sands 
with their swords. Here the sand is more domestic. 
It is much like the sand at the beaches which 
sticks to an almost sunburnt girl's arms or the 
folds and bones of her ankles and feet. In the gift 
shop we sell small glass vials of it. People are 
also drawn to the picture of Scotty himself. He 
stands beside a Ford Edsel with a picnic basket 
looped in his arm. Woven into the basket is a 
swastika, because it is an ancient Navajo symbol of 
unity. When tourist season is over, I am in charge 
of the castle's maintenance and grounds. Sometimes, 
while I am turning on the generator, the wind is so 
fierce is has covered all the paths and roads. Only 
the old cacti line the way back to the main house. 
But it is the worst in late summer, because the people 
who leave at night concentrate on my loneliness. 
RACHEL MORGAN 
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NOT A REVENGE POEM 
Caves of ice 
unfold in my brain, 
the poet would say, 
but I surrender to a lack of eloquence 
and disjointed phrases. 
What the hell's a caesura anyway? 
You must be asleep by now, 
all the muses have gone 
to bed, and even Freud lies 
face down on the floor of my apartment. 
I am left behind to pay for idealism: 
It will be adultery. 
Even if you're not fucking him. 
I often favor Bosch 
over Botticelli. Which reminds me, 
I believe you were misquoted. 
Didn't you mean 
"desire leaves no residue"? 
That hot night in July, 
stagnant air stifled 
my sweating existence. 
You grew restless in my embrace, 
maybe you needed the TV on after all. 
KEVIN REGAN 
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BELIEVE IN GOD 
I don't know what I'm going to do if I can't be a rock star. 
In Florence I bought leather pants for my first show - 
my first show that will never happen since I have no talent. 
It was that same feeling I got, 
realizing that I'd have to wear them to a bar instead of in front of fans, 
when I realized I'm starting to hate him. 
Hate him because he scrapes his teeth on his fork and because 
he doesn't look at me the same way as the guy 
who pumps gas in Trequanda. 
The guy who's soft spoken Italian caused 
confusion between an address and an autograph. 
The guy who listens to NATO planes flying at night. 
For a month since then I've been walking with my head down, 
leading me to believe there are no four-leaf clovers in Slovenia. 
Here the rain falls from the sky slowly and painfully, like oral reports. 
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400 kilometers away, Albanians have been forced to stand barefoot 
in the snow and then run until their feet fall off. Because life 
is like that Kosovo Fields is probably covered in clovers, all with four leaves. 
Like the Serbians I, too, identify myself by my losses. 
At the Mount St. Olive Abbey, where the monks wear Tevas, my bracelet 
cracked because I dipped it in holy water and I don't believe in God. 
What I mean to say is that the sword in the stone is a hoax. 
What I mean to say is that sometimes I feel like I'm one-hundred years old 
and I can see clear around the world, and then other times I know I'm nothing. 
ANNA WIL.LIAMS 
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THE VISION OF A MAILBOX 
A wooden mailbox ages with the weight of words leaving, 
like the weight of a tree's shadow dissolving into the grass. 
The thin neck of the mailbox's shadow slobbers onto the roadside 
like a tongue of an old man; half-way in the ground, 
a bulb of a dying language waiting for the next season, 
it holds the things it cannot say. The gut of an unspeakable mouth 
simply gasping for tomorrow's air, it waves on crooked arm 
at the sky, signaling for the possibility of change. 
The famished mailbox hasn't held a woman in years, 
and the only smell it can remember is the breath of stale paper. 
The mailbox is growing bitter now, and slightly rotted. 
It is chained to its post like the mute eyes in photographs 
of ancestors, the ones who died of early heart failure, 
the ones most like the passing letters; unraveling from the inside-out. 
BR1DGETTE BATES 
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INTRO TO THE NEXT POEM 
This is from my next book "Reveries" 
due out in May. It started as some notes 
taken on napkins in Venice or Rome, 
maybe Florence. We were about to leave, 
down to our last bottle of Chianti, 
and I noticed a man standing alone 
across the plaza. I watched and although 
my husband at the time was distracting me, 
I managed to capture what this stranger 
was doing. He had opened cages of 
pigeons that swarmed away. I didn't know 
exactly why, but I needed to remember 
this scene - the city, me, the man I loved 
back then. Anyway, this is how it goes 
JOHN JONES 
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MELISSA NEWMAN 
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OIL ON CANVAS 
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BRAD DICHARRY 
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CIBACHROME PRINT 
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UNTITLED 
OIL ON CANVAS 
SUSAN BURKS 
21 
PATRICK MCNEELY 	 C.OLLABORATE N.UMBER 7 
CIBACHROME PRINT 
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ATTENDANCE AN ALL-TIME LOW 
The zoo is miles from your house. You miss 
the only tiger in a little city. You miss it 
as in the night the tiger bumps his great sides 
down and back along the lengths of his cage. 
Letters hang in the trees just above, promising 
never to forget the escape, the name of the ship, the smell 
of the air where there are no trees to catch it, 
to meet some morning and vanish arm in arm 
into a burning field. You wouldn't dare 
come closer than you are, and you are miles off, 
for fear of getting frozen there in the zoo. Stuck 
in your pajamas, completely aware of 
just how remote passion really is. Once 
you might have jogged through a dormant train yard 
or crossed dark streets for it. You thought of winking 
once at someone you didn't know from over the top 
of your glass, lusty with wine. Each night 
the shouting of engines threatens the balance 
of the china in the cabinet. Airliners are passing 
low overhead. The house is shifting slightly 
like the first phase of a minor implosion. 
Feeling this, twisting in bed you think that some place, 
miles away, someone is returning to their home, 
that they somehow made it back. 
KEITH VAUGHN 
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IMPASSE 
Wait until the clouds fall out of order. It never takes very long. 
The breath of a mother hovering over an infant. 
Perhaps there is not so much duration 
in waiting for the end of the world or your paycheck 
as one intended or feared. Write a poem. Read a book. 
Watch a movie. Have a drink. Give it just a few days 
And if something hasn't been scraped aside 
or altered in any way, then perhaps it will never change 
or has changed so subtly. Not like clouds, but like skin 
Slowly accumulating years. Read a long book. Write 
an epic. Watch The Ten Commandments back to back 
with Gone With the Wind. Drink heavily. The neighbors 
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Will soon be concerned, and make inquiries. Tell them 
the cat has chronic diarrhea, and you're afraid 
to leave it alone. Tell them their children are terrors, and that they ought 
To mind their own business. Soon they'll start peeking 
through the windows and staring concerned stares. This will bring 
intrigue into your life, and drama, and so 
You have completed the process, perhaps not in the way 
you intended. The neighborhood children are all 
afraid of you now, and the birds that hang in trees 
Lisp nightly in your ear, "The soul, the soul." 
BECKY PRIEST 
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STACY CALLAWAY 
	
UNTITLED 
INTAGLIO PRINT 
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ARTEMESIA GENTILESCHI 
The dying sun cast a sheen of gold 
to the windows; thoughts scatter 
like toys in my head 
and I trip over them, 
hurrying towards a tangible thought. 
I think I see a bird 
in the sky with wings of flesh, 
or maybe I didn't. 
The lovers, they don't see it. 
They look in each other's eyes 
not knowing obsession 
or betrayal. 
The bird swoops between them, 
I like the bird. 
"Keep walking." 
Legs wind about 
contorted. 
A battered little girl's voice 
enters and brings with her 
my childhood. 
Her shape becomes lovelier 
and her soul darkens. 
There is no child. 
AMANDA MIDDLETON 
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ABANDON 
Light comes in degrees of kindness. 
If you don't believe me ask killers and moths. 
I never recognized myself, 
never dignified the mirror, 
never paid for a glance. 
But what would you know? 
Your heart beats once a century. 
What makes it flutter so? Not me. 
If I were lost, how long would it take you to find me? 
And you would stop to eat first. 
You can't unplan an accident, just ask God. 
Reflection won't look back. 
You never fear a coronary. 
And I am lost and hungry 
on a consistent diet of ferns. 
And in light of the whole affair, 
despair is the buffered air beneath the parachute. 
JASON DUVALL 
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MARK LEHMAN 
THE SUNFLOWERS 
The sunflowers in my grandfather's field 
were taken by the cold. 
As the season advanced, the petals fluttered away, 
until all that was holy 
was a round face, 
without expression. 
Their heads lowered in submission to gravity's 
inevitable pull 
from staring too high, too long, 
but it was that striving, 
their relentless dream to last, 
that took 
their ultimate view to God. 
The ensuing rains washed away 
the remnants of their 
spindly bones, 
but the sunflowers in my grandfather's field 
will be recalled by the blackbirds, 
whose song will fall 
upon the ears 
of tomorrow's sinners. 
RACHEL VONDEMMEL 
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I COULD HAVE DONE SOMETHING KEVIN KOENINGER 
I woke up realizing that I was at home. It had been that kind of night. My wife, Julie, was lying beside 
me taking up most of the room, looking like she had fallen ten stories flat-faced onto the bed. Her arms and legs 
flung out in awkward directions with her face towards me, passive and still. She was still wearing her dress from 
last night. Her lips were some cross between orange and pink. I looked at her for a while, admiring her perfect 
limpness and disregard of her position, but then I remembered the night before. The drinks, smoke, the drive 
home, and the hauling of my wife up the stairs to bed. I felt that I better roll her over. I felt bad, knowing that I 
had done this to her. Every time she asked for another drink I poured it for her, and she kept coming back. She 
was sure to be a mess when she woke. It was still very early, so I got up, rolled my wife over (relieved to see her 
chest rise and fall heavily), and went to start coffee and shower. 
I sat in the den drinking my coffee and watching a special on the American Presidents. Today was about 
Truman. The whole show seemed to deal with peace conferences and the A-bomb. All I could think was that I 
could never be in that kind of position. Watching all of these big wigs like Stalin, Truman and such began to 
make me aware of the bad side of things. Truman said about Stalin that, "Despite all of his faults, I like the little 
wiseass." You could tell that they were having the time of their lives, though. They acted like this was their one 
big chance for war, and they weren't going to lose out on a second of it. Typical America, I thought; we like any-
thing capable of destroying countries. I think that it reminds us of ourselves, in our growing days, but this does-
n't last too long and then we pull out the big guns. "Sorry, only room for one on this planet," we say to them, 
while they're dodging bullets. I was wishing that my wife would get up soon, and I was tired of looking at the 
remains of countries so I went back up to the bedroom to see if she had stirred. 
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"Julie," I said in a low voice, and then I poked her in the side; nothing. She looked like one of those 
bodies I had seen lying about on the streets of Berlin. I thought about the quick glance-over that she would have 
received by the passing soldiers. She looked finished. It was damn near twelve o'clock. 
I walked back downstairs and out to the porch looking out over the yard. I had done a lot of work the 
day before: so had my wife. There seemed to be nothing left to do. I sat back in one of the rockers and lit a cig-
arette. I drained the rest of my coffee. 
I looked down the street to see if anyone was outside and saw a couple walk through their front door 
to the driveway. They were about four houses down. The houses sit close here. I could see everything they were 
doing. Their faces had grown angry and red. I couldn't pick out their words, but the tone was one I had heard 
many times before. It sounded kind of like, "Go to Hell!" to me. The woman stood there with her hands rested 
on her hips, covered in a plush yellow robe, while the man hung his head and occasionally faced her in either 
denial or boiling point. He would gesture with his hands and shoulders that he was not to blame. She would 
wave her arms, pointing towards him and herself, promptly returning her little, balled fists hard against her hips. 
He would shake his hand at her, motioning that she should watch her step. She just kept rattling away. 
I wondered who was wrong. I wondered if she would slap him, or if he would pound her. I also won-
dered if either one of them was worth a damn, if it was worth going over to stop them, or if it was just better to 
let them try to finish each other off. 
The man grabbed her by the arm and tried to force her back inside, but she was a fighter. She strained 
against his grip, but he was coming out on top. Actually, she looked foolish, like some kid trying to escape bath 
time. I couldn't tell if she got loose or if he let go, but down she went, hitting the roughly paved driveway, 
sprawled out like my wife this morning. I knew it must have hurt bad. All of the driveways in our neighborhood 
are the same. I had fallen down on mine before and it skinned me good. She pulled her legs in tight and looked 
to be crying. He just stood there with his hands gesturing, "Now look what you've done." Then he tried to get 
her up. 
Both of them looked silly now. The man's hand was swatted away from below. Him trying to be con-
cerned when you could tell that he was pissed, and her crouched on the driveway like a little kid. Blood began 
to show on her right elbow and knee through the thick, yellow robe. I thought to myself, something is going to 
happen now. She gathered and picked herself up, refusing the help of the man who now looked very sorry at what 
they had been doing. I could see in his face a look of defeat. Perhaps, he finally realized the state they were in. 
She leaned on the front of the car in the drive. He settled on the front steps of the house. Neither of them would 
look at each other. I figured it was all over then. 
I heard water running inside the house, and knew that my wife would be down soon. I hoped that 
something drastic would happen with the couple down the street. They just sat there, though. Not looking at 
each other. Not giving a trace of what they were thinking. I began to wonder what the inside of their house 
looked like: everything tossed and turned from their brawls. Did they fight like this all of the time? Were they 
happy people at all? I bet there were a lot of broken pictures of each other that had been torn from the walls-left 
there on the ground for them to walk over, snarl at. The woman started towards the front of the house and passed 
him on the stairs, letting a hand fall on his shoulder. He didn't budge at all. She entered the house, closing the 
door behind her. She probably had to push some toppled furniture out of her path. 
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The door to our house startled me when it opened, and Julie came and sat in my lap. She was wearing 
the green, silk robe that I had bought for her a couple of months ago. I thought that the two of us in the drive-
way would have made a much better show. She and I would cause more of a scene than the couple I had watched, 
and we would have fought to the end. Julie, in her fancy nightgown, compared to the woman in canary-plush 
would have been more exciting. People would have probably tried to stop our squabble. They'd tell me, "Hey 
buddy, you're out of line. Leave the little lady alone," and I would bust out into a full-f orce Bruce Lee mode, 
sending bodies flying from our driveway. She curled into my lap, letting the bottom of her robe slide up to the 
middle of her thigh, and rested her head against mine. I could no longer see the man sitting on his front porch. 
"I can't remember anything from last night, was it good?" she said. 
"As far as I can tell," I said. We had been to an office party the night before, which, after all of the bosses left, 
had turned into a mighty grueling affair. There were tequila and whiskey shots moving about and talk about who 
was liked and what not. My wife's office was fairly wild when it came to things like this. "You were quite the party 
animal last night." 
She groaned, laughed lightly and nudged her head harder against my neck. I hope we don't have anoth-
er of those for a while," she said after a long pause. Then she got up. She had gotten crazy last night, dancing 
with three of the other girls she worked with. They had on their out-of-the-office dresses and were cutting loose: 
slamming shooters and at least one of them bursting into laughter every thirty or so seconds. I don't think I'm 
even capable of acting like that. I bet Julie wasn't the only one who woke up in last night's clothes. "I'm going 
to fix something to eat." 
"There's coffee in there already." With that the door closed and I turned back to the man sitting on the 
stairs. He was a pitiful sight. Sitting there with his head in his hands, looking like he had been turned off. There 
needed to be one more scene. I wished that the woman would come back out with a fire iron in her hand and 
chase the man through the neighborhood. I wanted to walk over and ask what was wrong. Act as if I hadn't seen 
the whole thing so, maybe, I could get some of the details. I gave up this idea and moved back into the house 
leaving the man to grovel on his own doorstep. He'd probably only depress or bore me anyway. 
Julie was in the kitchen, smoking a cigarette and looking through the cupboards. I walked up behind 
her, reached around her hips, and pulled her tight. 
She giggled and said, "What have you been up to this morning?" 
I didn't answer at first, just rested up against her. "I watched some TV and looked around the neigh-
borhood. 
"Sounds so interesting," she said. "You should write a book one day." She punched me lightly on the 
shoulder and went back to looking through the cupboards. 
I thought about the ruined cities and countries I had seen and the squabble down the road. I wanted 
Julie to start running and yelling through the house or nothing different or wild, but I knew it would be just 
another day. 
"Yep, very interesting." 
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